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ABOVE: Molly Warr and husband Ken at home in Rondebosch, Cape Town. 
RIGHT: SCOPE's skipper Molly Warr (right) and crewgirl, Sue Fielden, on board 
Sprinter, our Cape to Rio yacht race entry. 

Only a few tension-filled weeks to go and then the excitement 
begins. In mid-January four intrepid women set off in our 32-
foot sloop, Sprinter, on one of the greatest adventures ever 
undertaken by an all-girl team - the 4,000-mile yacht race 
from the Cape to Rio 

by ANNELIESE S. KUH N 
photographs by CLOETE BREYTENBACH 

INTRODUCING OUR CREW: 
No.1-MRS. MOLLY WARR, S:KIPPER 

I
T was 1945 and Ken Warr, 

fresh from the war in 
Europe, was glad to be 
back in Cape Town. life 
was good. Ken was 

practising as a dentist, the 
horrors of war were over and 
- best of all - living in the 
same boarding house was a 
marvellous girl by the name 
of Molly Thom: a music 
teacher and concert pianist. 

Ken and Molly liked each 
other immediately, and 
within a week of meeting Ken 
plucked up the courage to ask 
Molly to go sailing with him 
on Sunday. She had never 
been in a sailing boat before 
but accepted readily . 

So off they went to 
Zeekoevlei - where Molly 
discovered to her alarm that 
Ken was pretty much of a 
tyro at sailing himself. 

The inevitable happened. 
He capsized the boat and 
dumped them both into the 
lake. 

Molly Warr - the former 
Miss Thom - explodes with 
laughter as she relates th~ 

story. That unceremonious 
end to a first date was the 
start of a whirlwind romance 
that led to marriage a few 
months later - and a passion 
for yachting that was to 
eventually win Molly the 
National Yachting 
Oiampionship as well as the 
Western Province 
Oiampionship four years in a 
row. 

And with qualifications 
like that, what better person 
than Molly to skipper 
SCOPE's all-woman entry in 
next year's Cape to Rio yacht 
race? 

But first - a few facts 
about Molly herself. 

She is a petite, trim woman 
with mischievous eyes set in a 
young-loo king face 
surrounded by a mop of silver 
hair. She's one of those 
awe-inspiring females who 
al ways look perfectly 
groomed - each hair in place ; 
nails always freshly 
manicured; make-up never 
smudgy, and dressed in 
impeccably tailored suits. Her 

suits are always brightly 
coloured - emerald-green, 
fire~ngine-red, buttercup
yellow - because "bright 
colours do a terriffic amount 
to influence one's mood. 
They make me feel good." 

She says she always 
admires other women in frilly 
clothes, "but when I put 
some on myself, I feel all 
wrong. I'm not the type." 

As we talk, Molly is 
polishing off large chunks of 
rich fruit cake and slices of 
cheese toast and I ask how 
she keeps her figure so trim, 
weighing in as she does at a 
mere 53 kg (about 116 lbs). 
"Ah, but I haven't had lunch 
today. And I do yoga 
exercises and I'm very keen 
on modem dancing. And I 
have been attending classes at 
the League for Health and 
Beauty since they started in 
1950." 

THEN there is her intense 
involvement with the 

Rotary Anns - in spite of the 
fact that she works in the 
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KNOCKED UNCONSCIOUS BY A SWINGING BOOM 
Continued from page 98 
mornings for her dentist 
husband and teaches music in 
the afternoons; attends 
French lessons twice a week; 
plays tennis; often goes for 
long walks; is a keen 
caravanner and now, of 
course, takes SCOPE's yacht, 
Spn·nter, out for practice runs 
every weekend ... 

But let's start at the 
beginning. 

Says Molly: "My parents 
were pioneers in Ndola, in 
Northern Rhodesia (now 
Zambia). My mother was the 
only white woman there for 
six years. She used to be 
carried everywhere in a 
myshela - a seat between 
two poles - and when I was a 
child people always talked 
about how magnificent she 
looked. My father would ride 
alongside on a bicycle with a 
shotgun on the handlebars." 

Molly was born in 1924 
and spent "a lovely 
childhood. We were allowed 
to run wild." Wild is the right 
word. like the time she drove 
her father's Model T Ford 
into the river. She was only 
10 at the time. "I sank the 
thing and was in great 
disgrace," she chuckles. 

Molly went to junior 
school in Ndola, but went to 
boarding school in Bulawayo, 
Southern Rhodesia, when she 
was nine. In 1940 she won a 
scholarship to study at the 
Grahamstown College of 
Music. 

Her school record was, she 
says, ''pretty normal. I was 
very lucky as a youngster 
because my parents took me 
travelling with them a lot. We 
went to New Zealand, 
Australia, Canada, America 

1 and to England several times. 
I loved those joilmeys.,, 

Molly obtained her music 
teacher's and performer's 
diplomas in 1944. "I wished I 
could have gone to Europe 
for further study, but I 
couldn't because of the war." 

So she went instead to the 
University of Cape Town, 
won a bursary at the end of 
her first year and continued 
studying for another year. At 
the same time she started 
teaching music and also 
performing with the Cape 
Town Qty Orchestra and on 
radio programmes. Beet
hoven, Schumann and Brahms 
are her favourite composers. 

"And that," grins the 
smiling champion crossing her 
neat legs and eating another 
piece of fruit cake, "brin~ us 
to the point where Ken 
entered my life." 

Ken had been a 
prisoner-of-war in Italy but 
had managed to jump a train 
taking him to Po W camp. 
With the help of peasants, he 
escaped into Switzerland 
where he stayed for a year 
helping run a medical service 
for escaped prisoners. The 
Warrs made a sentimental 

journey to those peasants in 
1954 and celebrated "a very 
touching" reunion. 

~CE back in Cape Town, 
the former South African 

half-mile running champion -

notwithstanding, he 
immediately became m volved 
in racing. A few months later 
we had a sailing honeymoon. 
The bug had really bitten him 
by then." The Warrs went to 
Langebaan with four boats 
and 14 chums, the 

the time Molly was ready to 
sail again Ken had meanwhile 
hurt his back playing golf and 
found the cocky little Sprogs 
- on which one has to lean 
far back - too difficult to 
handle. Looking around for 
something a little bigger Ken 

"No thanks, not a mafts cigarette ••. 
I pref er the flavour of mine •.• " 

cameo 

Cameo with the gentle filter. 
kl <· -·~ 8'11 . Ii: 

The subtly flavoured cigarette, every time. ------~ 

his records at UCT and Wits 
stood for many years - was 
advised by his brother to get 
out of athletics while he was 
still on top and engage 
himself instead in some 
"gentle" type of sport such as 
sailing - and he chose that 
fateful Sunday date with 
Molly to act on the advice. 
"That first bad experience 

newly-weds acting as 
chaperones for the rest. "It 
was a glorious 10 days of 
fun,,, reminisces Molly. 

Ken had bought a 4 metre 
(about 14 ft) Sprog dinghy 
by then and Molly crewed for 
him. But her sailin$ was_ 
interrupted by the arnval ot 
son Douglas in 1 949 and by 
that of Oteryl a year later. By 
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and Jae Koper, who is now 
the Warr's sail maker, 
introduced the 6 metre (20 
ft) Flying Dutchman class to 
South Africa. It was the first 
local yacht with a moulded 
fibreglass hull. 

"This boat was much larger 
than the Spro~ and I found I 
didn't have enough weight to 

crew it," says Molly. "When 
the wind was light, which 
happens about once during 
the whole year, we did well. 
0 t herwise we struggled 
around the course. Ken 
needed a crew member of at 
least 82 kg (about 180 lbs) 
and I told him not to waste 
his talents and get a good 
crew and go on sailing 
competitively. 

"To soften thin~ for me 
he suggested I get a little boat 
to have fun with around 
Zeekoevlei." 

Up to this time, the Warrs 
had won several races 
together. 

Molly eventually decided 
on a Sprog, "because they are 
self-buoyant and if you tum 
them up they are easy to get 
back on even keel. I thought I 
could cope with that." Bobby 
Bongers made the hull, Molly 
the sails, and Ken all the 
fittings and masts. Another 
girl was the crew "and when 
the fellows saw us they said 
'Oh, here come the skirts,' so 
I called her Skirts-0. We 
launched her in 1960 and 
although I only intended 
pottering around the bay at 
first, to my surprise - and 
everybody else's - I started 
racing and did quite well." 

After a year with Skirts-0, 
Molly realised that if she 
wanted to get really serious 
about racing she would have 
to get a man to crew with his 
extra weight. Since then three 
young men have crewed for 
her. "I have been very lucky 
in my choice; they have all 
been such loyal, friendly 
people. Compatibility is very 
important between skipper 
and crew. It makes it so much 
more pleasant." 

Skirts-0 won Molly a series 
of trophies at Zeekoevlei and 
several placings in the 
Western Province 
Otampionships. Then, in 
1964, she gained third place 
in the National Otampion
ships at Lourenco Marques 
and in the Saldanha National 
in 1 966, she was placed 
fourth. 

NOW Molly decided to go in 
for a different kind of 

sailing as the Sprog was 
proving itself too limited for 
her. Jae Koper had just 
designed "a super little boat, 
very flat like a spoon; very 
fast off the wind, 5 metres 
(about 16 ft) long and 
offering everything in the 
way of sailing a Flying 
Dutchman does except that 
it's smaller, easier to handle 
and cheaper." He called the 
cl~ Tempo-Scow. Five of 
Molly's friends had got fed up 
with their own classes of 
yacht at the same time, and 
so the six of them bought 
Tempos and got the class 
going. Molly called hers 
Toodle-Doo. With Toodle-

Turn over 

SCOPE November 27, 1970 101 



Skin Troubles? 
Try something really new. A 

specially-formulated skin medi
cine that puts paid to acne spots 
and skin blemishes. 

It's Thtra-Blem, made by 
Noxzema-America's most re
spected name in skin care. 
Thera-Blem is different. It not 
only works on the outside of the 
skin to soothe away trouble 
spots- but also penetrates the 
skin surface to help prevent 
new acne pimples. Thera-Blem 
helps dry up oil, kill bacteria, 
reduce inflimmation and clear 
up surf ace blemishes. 

And though it helps hide 
your skin problems while it 
heals them, skin-toned Thera
Blem is almost invisible, covers 
without crusting or peeling. 

Just ask for Thera-Blem at 
your chemist or department st or 
cosmetic counter. 

SKA 1711/Z 

LOYing 
Ufe? 

If life's lost some of its interest for you. 
you need something 5pecial to boost 
your bodily strength and energy. Vigor 
Tonic is that something special. Vigor 
Tonic contains pure botanical extracts 
and vital minerals to replenish and revive 
your entire system. Start a course of 
Vigor Tonic and fall in love with life all 
over again I Only R1 .60 from chemists 
everywhere-in liquid and tablet form. 

She IOSI 
Sis 

in 5 days 
drinking 

milk shakes 

SO CAN YOU ... 
AND YOU CAN 

PROVE IT THIS 
WEEK WITH 

PENCIL AND 
PAPER ... 

WEDNESDAY FRIDAY 

..... lbs .... lbs ...... lbs 

CUT OUT THIS AD AND KEEP YOUR 
OWN WRITTEN RECORD OF YOUR WEIGHT 

Fat melts away! Simply replace one meal each day with a glass of Slim-Shake. 
(Three delicious flavours: chocolate, strawberry or lime.) Slimshake mixed 
with milk or skimmed milk is high in proteins and vitamins - doesn't leave 
you feeling hungry; breaks down fatty tissue naturally - and quickly. 
Only Rl .95 for a four-week supply. 

GARD 

SLIM-Sll!KE 
Trade Enquiries 

Dennacult Limited 
P.O. 801726, Johannesburg 
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The most refreshing 
way to lose ugly fat 
- and look pounds 
younger. 

JUST FOR 
KICKS ... 

Sten Schmidt executing e flying 
kjck 

Or make this a 
UNIQUE GIFT 

For-WEDDINGS : BIRTHDAYS 
KITCHEN TEA : HOUSE
WARMING :XMAS GIFTS 

WRITE ON YOUR 
VERY OWN 

Personalised Stationery 

':if 40-19 78 Je &own 

Oranr -4v6. 
JedJinf'°n (f,un~ 

Wlu16 le1111,. 

11111111111111111111111111111111 111111 . 1111111111111111 

Print your exact requiremenh 
end wording in this spec:e:-

(use blockletters) 
Post to: 

ZAGFIN PROMOTIONS 
P.O. Bo1 4'6059, Orange Grove 

JOHANNESBURG 
.............................. IHtltlllUllllllllUllllllllllllllllllHlllllUllllllll•lltUllUllllUlltllllllltlllllll 

: PIHse rush me (postage free) -·---·· .. -------···· .. ······-·· set(s} of your 
Penonelised Stationery with matching envelopes et R3.75 per I 00 
sheets plus envelopes. 
Also send me sheets of matching blank continuation 
shMfs et 60 cents per 100 for which I enclose Cheque/P/Order/Cash 
to the total value of R-----........... --·-·---

NAME -- ·--·----·--·-··--·---·· .. ·--···-·--····--··----.. -···-··- e 

ADDRESS --------·---·--··-· .... --.. ·-·-.. --··-··-·-·· .. ··--·-· 

Print ~ letterheads on: 
Pink D Blue 0 Grey 0 White 0 or Airmail Peper 0 

(Tick applicable square) 
Money with Orders - If not setisfied1 money will be refunded. 

S.1111n1111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111u111uu1111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111cl' 

Even ze best can learn 
ze recipe ... Hamlyn has come up with another great in low priced, 

beautifully designed cookery books. 
THERE ARE 336 ~ - EACH ILLUSTRATED IN 

FULL COLOUR - FROM ALL OVER THE CUISINARY GLOBE. 
The recipes are very easy to follow as they are neatly set out -

two recipes to each durable page. Each recipe gives you the 
exact preparation and cooking time. At the beginning of the book 

you are given a complete metric conversion table. 

The price is only R2.65 

Avail.ab! at all Bookaellen • Branche of 

Central Newa Agency 

CAL 86·1 2 

RIO RACE 

Continued from page 1 OJ 
Doo Molly became National 
Champion at Durban in 196 7 
and won the Western Province 
Championships, from 1966 
through to 1969. 

Came the F.aster Regatta in 
1969 and the beginning of a 
year she would rather forget. 
The wind blew very hard. 
There was a terrific gust just 
as they were going to gybe; 
Molly slipped with the tiller 
jammed in her hand. As she 
lifted her head the boom shot 
over and knocked her 
sprawling. And unconscious. 

Worse was to come. Two 
weeks later she was crewing 
on a Royal Cape One design 
keeler when the spinnaker sail 
blew out and sent Molly 
crashing to the deck. "That 
really did it," she says. A 
lengthy stay at the hospital 
followed and with it came the 
horrifying realisation that her 
leg muscles had become 
almost useless. In the 
following six months Molly 
displayed a lot of the spirit 
that characterised her pioneer 
stock: a . formidable 
mind-over-matter 
determination that allowed 
this extraordinary, 
many-talented woman to 
regain her physical 
capabilities completely. 

"I clung to my league 
exercises as to a lifeline. I 
pinned my faith on them and 
they did not let me down. My 
family got a bit tired of 
seeing me wriggling my toes 
and moving my knees 
whenever they laid eyes on 
me . . . Of course I had to 
pass up racing last year.,, 

When she took the boat 
out for the first time again 
~he ~!::= p!o~<l iounn in the 
Hermanus F.aster Regatta. 

Meanwhile, Ken had been 
selected as skipper for the 
South West Africa entry in 
the Cape to Rio race. Ken's 
yacht will be the Omuramba, 
a 13 metre (43 ft) Sparkman 
and Stevens design, which the 
Warrs went to &gland to 
collect. 

NEITHER had raced 
oveISCas before so they 

decided to see what 
Omuramba could do. They 
entered in the Wills Trophy 
Isle of Wight race and came 
fifth; then raced in the 
Cowes to Di.nard ocean race 
and won it in their class - as 
well as being placed second 
overall out of a fleet of 14 7. 

"And when I came back, 
this lovely surprise," smiles 
Molly. 

The lovely surprise is 
Sprinter. the l 0 metre (32 ft) 
Van der Stadt-designed 
fibreglass yacht that SCOPE's 
girls will sail to Rio. Sprinter 
will be one of the smallest 
yachts in the race and the one 

Continued on page 104 



SPRINTER, SAYS MOLLY, 
IS VERY EASY TO HANDLE' 

Securing the sails. Molly Warr on board Sprinter. 

with the least crew - and 
Molly thinks this may well be 
an advantage . "In a very long 
race like this one, everybody 
has an equal chance. If the 
wind is light, the small boats 
will do better; if it is strong, 
the bigger ones will have an 
advantage. A lot will depend 
on the navigation and the 
course sailed. We will have to 
follow a circle course since 
there is a doldrum (windless) 
area in the middle of the 
Atlantic with very strong 
currents. Roughly , we will 
have to follow the route of 
the o ld sailing ships which 
used to go up nearly to St 
Helena and then down by 
Trinidad Island following the 
currents on the shore there. 
More I'm not saying," she 
laughs. 

After several weeks of 

trials , skipper Molly Warr 
reports that Sprinter is "very 
nice to handle · an easy boat 
to sail. We are getting well 
acquainted with each other . ." 

Molly is up to her ears in 
preparations, going through 
lists and samples of 
dehydrated, quick-frozen 
meats, fish and vegetables and 
considering what provisions 
and equipment to take. 

" We'll have lots of vitamins 
and a concentrated high 
protein diet. I think we'll 
take a lot of oysters and 
sardines, they are rich and 
satisfying. You don't need to 
eat much and I am 
determined to take only the 
minimum amount of food 
required , and at the same 
time ee that the girls are well 
fed . A variety of soups is 
good , they satisfy the thirst 
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Who' going to do the 
coo !...ing i one worry the 
Sprinter girl won't have 
"all the male crews have 
either one man as cook or a 
navigator-cum-cook and it 
can be such a drag. But we 
hall rotate." 

Because of the limited 
water supply - half-a-gallon 
(2.273 litres) per person per 
day - all personal washing 
will have to be done with salt 
water, and maybe a cupful of 
fresh water to rinse off." But 
skins will not suffer. "We 
shall take facial clean ers and 
this lovely lanolin tuff for all 
over the body." 

JHE idea that women might 
not be interested in 

beauty care without men 
around strikes her as 
incongruous. "On board 
tidiness of person , mind and 
ship are very essential , 
particularly when you 're 
living so close together. We 
will all be living in bikinis or 
shorts and shirts, but that 
doesn't mean that we will not 
keep to certain standards. If 
you eat well, look well and 
your surroundin~ are well 
cared for , your mind works 
better and you are more alert. 
lllis is a race in which you 
have to keep enthusia tic for 
three, maybe four weeks and 
you cannot afford to be 
either mentally or physically 
lazy. And as far as I am 
concerned, that includes 
wearing make-up ." 

Fatigue, she reckons , will 
be the biggest problem, and 
she is busy working out shift 
schedules with crew member 
Sue Fielden. 

One thing Molly doesn't 
expect on board is "feminine 
friction . "Maybe a little 
temperament, yes. Friction, 
no - why should there be? " 

And then, the woman who 
won a Royal Cape Yacht 
Oub race in 1968 and was 
disqualified because she was a 
woman, gets a steely glint in 
her eyes. 'look, when the 
thought of a female crew was 
first mooted, everybody 
feared there would not be 
enough women. But when 
you look into it , there are a 
lot of good women sailors. 
They don't get the 
opportunity to sail keelboats 
in this country. Because the 
Royal Yacht Qub does not 
allow women members. 
Women here don't get a 
chance." 

For a moment this very 
feminine woman who 
couldn't care less a bout 
Women's Lib, sounds really 
bitter. But then that 
infectious laugh bubbles' up 
again and she says in parting: 
"But when Im out sailing on 
my own , the young men are 
alway ab olutely kind and 
decent to me . In fact really 
super." 

• 

Our "SCOPE girls'' have no illusions about 
what lies ahead of them in the longest yacht race 
ever organised. Six men and a woman have just made 
the reverse journey - from Rio to Cape Town -
in the 52-foot ketch, Stormy. David Alexander, of 
Durban, navigated Stormy on the voyage and 
his description of a tremendous storm they ran into 
makes hai r-raising reading. This is the sort of weather 
our girls on Sprinter, as well as the crews of the 
other 60-odd yachts taking part in the race, are 
likely to run into 

W
E were five 

days out of 
Tristan da 
Cunha when 
the storm 

hit. We were about 2,414km 
(about 1,5 00 miles) from 
Cape Town - approximately 
half-way - when the wind 
backed from north-east to 
west. It fell swiftly and 
eventually died altogether, 
leaving us with slatting sails in 
a northerly swell. 

For several hours Stormy 
wallowed like an ungainly 
piece of flotsam, rising and 
rolling at the whim of the 
advancing swells. This lull 
should have warned us of 
what was to come. 

Then the wind moved 
round to south-east and we 
soon had the yacht moving 
comfortably under genoa, 
main and mizzen sails 

Next morning dawned 
grey and cold with a fresh 
south-easterly heading us off 
our proper course. Through
out the morning we had to 
decrease sail as the wind 
velocity rose. 

The seas were now 
building up steadily and the 
wind was beginning to hum 
through the stays. By noon 
we had taken in the main 
and were running on 
working jib only. 

Julian Lopez, the Spanish 
seaman from Tenerif e, was 
at the helm when the first 
"grandaddy" hit us. It was 
the wave to end all waves. 
It must have been at least 
l 2m (almost 40ft) high and 
it smashed into Stormy 
sending her gunwhales 
under. A great, green gout 
of thundering water steam
rollered across the deck and 
went cascading into the 
saloon and after cabin. We 
were literally buried beneath 
tons of thrashing seawater, 
and it was only our safety 
harnesses that kept us from 
being swept overboard into 
that frothing maelstrom. 

As it was, the violence 
of the wave tore our 
emergency lifesaving equip
ment off the taffrail . 

Only the jib sail was up 
but the yacht was surfing 
along at l 0 knots. We later 
estimated that the wind 
then howling about our ears 
was gusting at up to 11 Okm/ 
h ( 68mph) - Force l l on 

the Beaufort Scale. 
We decided to get the 

working jib down and haul 
up the spitfire sail in its 
place. Just as we started an
other giant roared in at us, 
its foaming crest streaming 
white spume metres above 
our heads. 

I had released my safety 
harness and was making my 
way along the starboard 
deck when I felt the boat 
shudder then lift. I clung to 
the rail as the deck tilted at a 
crazy angle, and then I was 
staring straight down into a 
black-green abyss as Stormy 
began to plunge down the 
peaking wave face. It was 
terri.f ying. 

For a moment I thougl1t 
the boat was going to pitch 
pole (somersault). It 
plunged down the face of 
that watery mountain while 
we hung on in helpless · 
terror. Michel Fascio, our 
French journalist crewmate, 
was at the helm now, but 
he was powerless to stop 
Stormy as she slewed, prac
tically rolled over, and then 
buried her bows in the 
trough. 

Just as the killer wave 
broke the yacht broached 
to starboard and the full, 
f Tightening might of the 
wave thundered down over 
us. 

I felt myself plucked 
bodily from the deck and I 
grabbed out wildly to stop 
myself being swept over
board. 

I slithered and slid from 
one mizzen stay to the 
next, grasping each with 
desperate clutches as the 
churning water carried me 
to certain doom. 

At last I "surfaced," 
coughing and spluttering in 
a welter of frothy foam, 
and I glimpsed Conrad 
Bagley, the skipper, and 
Michel in the cockpit with 
water up to their necks, 
Johnny Kipps, our Cape 
Town novice, and Tim 
Driscoll, the American, on 
the foredeck hanging on for 
dear life. 

I had been in the worst 
possible place when the 
wave struck. But with only 
a badly bruised and cut 
ankle, bruised arms and 
ribs, I could consider myself 
fortunate indeed. And I had 
learnt my lesson - always 


	1970 11 27 - Scope -  Rio Race - 000413
	1970 11 27 - scope stitched



